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you could paint a picture of the girl round whose
legs a startled Borzoi has thrice wrapped his leash ;
very pretty in a Lewis Baumerish style. So is the
corn-coloured girl who sits smoking a cigarette, in
the same pen with a retriever, her arm among the
black silkiness, a green jade bracelet giving just the
touch of colour necessary, and the dog's eyes, with
a million unwritten sonnets in them, gazing at her
as only a dog can gaze. . . .

There is a large, masterful woman combing a
handful of dog that resembles a pincushion ; there
is a slim slip of a girl assembling the limb bulk of
a Great Dane that could eat her in two gulps.

Dogs are generous creatures. The way they
humour our human incomprehensibility is a lesson
in tolerance. If you have ever gone to a doctor,
been undressed, prodded, suffered the humiliation
of having your stomach pressed, patted, and slapped,
you can enter into the feelings of certain finely-
bred dogs at a championship show.

You watch with deep sympathy a parade of
Borzois round a judging ring, beautiful, swift, elon-
gated creatures, thin as though they had just been
pressed through a mangle. In the face of their
utter embarrassment, their almost blushing shame,
you wonder how any man has the nerve to explore
their forelegs, lift them from the floor and examine
the privacy of their mouths !

I doubt if we would understand anything more
about dogs if they could talk to us with words
instead of eyes. You will walk past hundreds of
pens and enjoy the personality of dogs ; St. Bernards,
vast of jowl and dignified, poodles (the Little Lord
Fauntleroys of the kennel in their absurd frills and
fripperies), bulldogs like big frogs, manly disdainful
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